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ABDUL, THE ARABIAN BOY 

Abdul is a little boy who lives in Arabia. Arabia is a 
country in far away Asia. If we went to Arabia we would 

not see green fields. We would not see many rivers. In 
Arabia we would see only sand and rocky hills. 

Abdul lives on the sands of Arabia. One day he wakened 
very early. It was the day for his first trip to the village 
alone. He was so excited! 

Soon he was on his way. He held a rope which was around 
a camel's neck. The camel walked lazily along the sand, 
loppity, loppity, lop. His funny head at the end of his long, 
shaggy neck jerked back and forth. Abdul's bare feet pat- 
tered softly over the sand. He wore a loose robe of wool, 
called an aba. 
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As the sun climbed higher, Abdul got hotter. He pulled 
the hood of his robe over his head, to keep the sun away. 
Soon he got thirsty and tired so he sat down for a rest. He 
took a drink of water from his goat-skin bag. 




The camel looked down at Abdul out of the corners of his 
large, droopy eyes. His big, lower lip seemed to smile. He 
was hot, too, but he did not need water. He carries enough 
water to last for six days. He carries it in many little sacks 
inside his body. When he is thirsty the little sacks empty 
water into his stomach. That is why camels are used on 
the desert. Have you ever seen the hump on a camel's 
back? Under that hump he carries enough food, to last for 
many, many days. 

As Abdul sat on the sand, along came a boy and a donkey. 
When the boy saw Abdul he said, "May Allah protect you." 

Abdul replied, "May Allah grant you health." That is the 
way Arabs start to talk to each other. Then he said, "You 
look hot and thirsty. Would you like a drink of water?" 

The boy, whose name was Hammed, said he would be glad 
to have one. "Are you going to the village?" asked Abdul. 

"Yes," answered Hammed. So Hammed and his donkey, 
Abdul and his camel started for the village. "I live in a little 



square, white house in the village," said Hammed. "Where 
do you live?" 

"I live in a tent on the desert," answered Abdul. "Our 
tent is made of goat's-hair cloth. We do not live in 
the same place all year. My father has sheep and goats. 
We travel from one oasis in the desert to another. There 
we find grass and water for the animals." 

"Is that a load of fire-wood on your camel?" asked 
Hammed. 

"Yes," said Abdul, "my father told me that if I gathered 
fire-wood, he would let me sell it in the market all by my- 
self." 

"How do you get fire-wood on the sandy desert" asked 
Hammed, for he knew that there' were no trees on the 
desert. 

"There is a tiny bush on the desert called sage brush," an- 
swered Abdul. "You cannot see much of it above the 




ground. Below the ground it has very long roots. They 
grow way down looking for water. Yesterday I dug up the 
roots of many sage brush. Now you see them loaded on my 
camel. But you, too, have a heavy load." 



"The baskets which my donkey is carrying are filled with 
olives. I have been in the olive orchard for three days and 
nights," said Hammed* 

"You stayed there all night?" asked Abdul in surprise. 



"Yes," answered Hammed, "we slept in a hut made of 
stone and mud. Each day the village women climbed lad- 
ders, to reach the olives on the trees. I climbed the trees. 
Sometimes I shook the branches. Then the big, black olives 
fell to the ground." 



"No," laughed Hammed, "I am taking these to the mill. 
There they are crushed to make olive oil." 

When the boys parted in the village, they said they hoped 
they would meet again. 

Down through the narrow streets, Abdul walked with his 
camel. He was all tingly inside. This was an adventure 
for him. When he got to the market place, he sat down 
beside his camel and waited for someone to buy his fire- 
wood. He watched the donkeys and cows and sheep and 
camels and people crowded on the same street. 





Suddenly Abdul heard a voice. He looked up. There 
stood an Arabian woman dressed in a brown robe. Abdul 
stood up. He could see the dark eyes, looking through the 
peep-hole, in the robe over her head. She bought some fire- 
wood from Abdul. Then he ate some dates for his lunch. 
Dates grow on palm trees in the desert. 

Abdul sat in the market place, until he had sold all of his 
fire-wood. Then he wanted to buy a present for his mother, 
with the money he had earned. He tied the camel's front leg, 
so it would not wander away. Then he found a silver- 
smith's shop. There he bought a shiny, silver anklet for his 
mother. There were so many shops to see! He did not 
want to leave. He wandered slowly up and down the streets 
for a long time. 

Then he climbed on his camel's back and started home. 
Out on the desert Abdul looked at the sky. It had turned to 



a strange, yellow color. The wind began to blow. Closer 
and closer it came with a queer, whistling sound* In a few 
minutes it was beating into Abdul's face. He could not see 
a thing. His eyes and mouth were full of sand. The camel 



lay down and closed his nose and eyes. Abdul pulled his 
robe around him and hid behind the camel, until the wind 
stopped blowing. Then, again, they started for home. The 
sun had gone down. The air was cold. Abdul's wool robe 
kept him warm. 

His mother and father were glad to see him. They were 
afraid he had lost his way. His mother was proud of the 
new silver anklet, which she put around her bare ankle. 

Abdul's dinner was cooking in the fire-pot, in front of the 
tent. He ate Iamb and drank goat's milk. He ate with his 
fingers as all Arabs do. 

Abdul was tired when he lay down, on his bed of sheep 
skins that night. He fell asleep right away and dreamed 
that he was in the narrow streets of the village again. 
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ABDUL OF ARABIA 



Abdul dresses in a robe 
His face is very tanned, 
A camel lies beside him 
Upon the sun-baked sand. 

His tent, made of goats hair cloth, 
Is large and deep and wide, 
I would like to visit him 
So I could peek inside. 
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